women wno came to IOOK at rnc vvua a new glance of camaraderie; I, too, was to be a wife as were they!    With them mother spoke briskly and definitely upon a most important topic; they were filling the feather-beds and pillows which mother had made for me, as her mother in Poland had had hers made also. Of   each   woman   mother   inquired   rigidly whether she had remembered that only the breasts of the geese were to be plucked, " and each feather picked "!    They would come, their heads covered in an aureole of down, and with great bags under their arms.    The bags were full of soft down.    They seated themselves in the little bricked square yard, and while mother, with eyes snapping and brilliant,   supervised   them,   they   filled   the cases she had already sewn, waiting for the cloud-soft contents.d her mother died with-
